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Backstage Fun 


Erin's POV 


The night of the first concert in Rio there is a huge party backstage. The show was amazing; Linda, Annica and 
| watched the whole thing from the catwalk above the stage. We weren't supposed to but we waited until the 
roadies were busy dealing with the guy's gear and climbed up. I'd avoided most of the shows for the past few 
months but this one was big. It was the band's first show on a major headlining tour. | knew Saul wanted me to 
go and he was so excited before he left our room, his eyes dancing and he was talking a mile a minute. If 
Saul's talking that much there must be excitement somewhere! He had one of his guitars in our room and he 
played on and off all day; his emotions flowing through the guitar. Fast, excited, sometimes nervous sounding 
bluesy riffs ripped out of a beat -up looking gold guitar on and off all day long. 


| left him alone for most of the afternoon as | had my own photo shoot scheduled. Magazines had been tripping 
over themselves when they heard Anica and | were coming to Rio and | scheduled for today knowing Saul 
would need a few hours alone before he went onstage tonight either to get his head together or get high or 
drunk and that he wouldn't want me to know he did any of those things. Annica and | spend several hours 
working that day getting made up and shooting together on the beach in front of our hotel. Pete hovers 
around the fringes all day flirting with the makeup and wardrobe teams. 


When | come back to the room after Slash leaves there's what looks like a pack of cigarette butts in the 
ashtray on the balcony and he's emptied the minibar. He's got to be totally wasted but it will never show 
onstage. When his guitar is in his hands he's a total god. It's like his whole being is flowing out of him and into 
the sound and even wasted he's just amazing. Axl used to be blown away by the fact that Saul could walk 
onstage absolutely annihilated and still produce something magical that made your jaw drop. All of the guys are 
good but everyone knows that Slash works miracles when you put a guitar in his hands. He may not be the 
greatest at expressing himself and his emotions with words but his music says everything he can't find a way 


to say. 


Linda, Arnica, and | get to the stadium and are spirited in through a back entrance. | throw a set of clothing 
into Saul's dressing room and the three of us sneak up to the catwalk above the stage. There's amazing energy 
that night and the stadium is packed. Slash tears all over the stage like his pants are on fire running up and 
down ramps like a whirlwind and jumping off of risers left and right. How he doesn't fall down after everything 
he's had to drink is a mystery to me but he doesn't. In fact he's so on you can't tell he's had anything; much 
less the whole minibar. Same thing with Duff he doesn't run all over the place because he has to stay near 
Izzy and Matt and time out the songs and they have to be able to hear him. Izzy seems kind of aloof though, 


subdued or something. 


We come down at the beginning of the first encore and Annica and Linda head to the party room backstage. | 
want to see Saul alone though before the party so Pete waits with me in the shadows of a side hallway. See 
isn't really the right word for what | want though and Pete knows it eyeing my leather miniskirt with no panty 
lines he laughs and shakes his head knowingly. 


When the guys finally come off the stage | wait with Pete until Axl's gone and Saul walks by shirtless and 
dripping going towards his dressing room. God he looks hot. I'm standing in the dark shadows of a side hallway 
and when he walks by | dart out and grab his hand from behind. He jumps and whirls around. "What the..? he 
says but sees it's me and one of those killer smiles lights up his face. Izzy hears Slash's footsteps stop and 
turns around to see what happened. Pete steps out of the hallway and he and Izzy just laugh and move 
towards the dressing rooms as | pull Saul away and deep into the shadows. 

His lips on mine are hot and fierce his tongue pushing into my mouth urgently. His adrenalin is still flowing 
from the show and his heart beat is fast and strong against my chest. He's already hard and probably has 
been since he played the first note onstage tonight. He tastes like whiskey and cigarettes; all of the guys were 
drinking and smoking heavily while they played tonight calming their nerves with liquor and nicotine. 


"Did you watch the show?" he pants into my ear. 


"Of course | did," | say back to him. "You were incredible.” This draws a little growl out of him and he grinds 
into me pushing his mouth back onto mine. His hands are everywhere and | reach down and work his pants 
down over his hips as his mouth moves down and over my neck. "You want to fuck me Saul? | whisper in his 
ear as | run my hands over his hard shaft. His response is to push my skirt up around my waist growling 


again when he figures out I'm not wearing underwear. 


He doesn't talk; he just pushes himself between my legs and picks me up pinning me to the wall. He pushes into 
me hard and fast an animal grunt escaping his lips. | groan and move my legs around his waist gripping his 
shoulders and trying to hold on to his sweat slicked body. His hands move under my hips holding me up 
between him and the wall and he thrusts hard into me again. He bites down a little on my neck and | pull his 
sweaty hair and hear him moan in my ear. He doesn't move quickly just hard and purposefully, each thrust 
aimed with intent. 


"Done this before?" | tease him as he shoves in roughly. Shit, I've seen him do it before after shows. He's like 
an animal when he comes offstage no moodiness; just pure lust. I've seen him fuck two or three groupies in 
one night before walking by him in back hallways and dressing rooms. 


"Once or twice," he says smiling and squeezing my ass as he grinds his body into mine. He knows I've seen him 
too having caught my eye as | walked by as he was pulling girls into his dressing room or fucking them in the 
dark like this. | can hear the party going on not far away and the thrill of getting caught only adds to my need 


for him. The music is blasting down the hall and covering up any sounds coming from our direction 
"| can tell," | whisper in his ear. 


"Can you?" he says pinning me to the wall with his waist and sliding his hands up my shirt, a little grin on his 
face. | smile and he crushes his mouth back down onto mine. | pull away and kiss my way down his neck and 
run my tongue along his collarbone . He lowers one hand to hold me up again the other moving to unhook my 
bra behind my back. When he's worked it loose he pushes my shirt up and out of his way as his fingers find 
his way to my chest and | moan into his shoulder. "| wanted you so bad all night babygirl," he tells me 
skimming his fingers up my neck. 


"Well | guess you got lucky then!" | joke with him. "I know being onstage makes you hard all evening and | didn't 
want to wait until after the party anyway." He smiles and grips my hips harder; his thrusts becoming more 
urgent the next few pulling me close to getting off leaving me gripping his arms and biting down on his bottom 
lip. He's almost there too, | can tell by the way he's breathing. 


"Fuck l'm gonna come Erin," he groans and crushes me to the wall. 


"| know, me too," | manage to get out before a wave of pleasure hits me and | arch against him. He pumps into 
me faster and | feel a sticky wetness begin to run down my thighs as he explodes inside of me. Mother of god 
but he is amazing as he rides out my orgasm and never stops; not until l'm slumped back against the wall 
looking into his eyes through his hair. He lowers one of my legs to the ground and | can feel him slide out of 
me. Who says groupies have all the fun? He reaches out his hands to steady me and hands me his tshirt. | 
look at him for a second trying to figure it out and he laughs taking it back and gently running it up the inside 
of my legs and pulls my skirt back down. 


"Sorry, | don't do this often" | whisper to Saul. "I don't know proper groupie clean up etiquette." Saul smiles 
cleaning himself up and fixing his pants. He pulls my hands to him. 


"Come on babygirl, there's a shower in my dressing room.’ 


Whoa... 


X 

Holy Shit | can't believe she's waiting for me like this-tiny leather skirt and no underwear asking me if | want 
to fuck her. | guess she's watched me enough over the years to know what | want when a show's over. I'd 
seen her pass by in the hallways when | was with other women before we were together. | always have a 
raging hard on when | come offstage. | just spent over an hour with a guitar in my hands and screaming girls 
grabbing at my crotch and there's never a shortage of girls backstage after the show willing to fuck all of us 


so l'm always ready to go when we're done playing. 


The fact that Erin asks me if want to fuck her and pulls my pants down around my knees just about blows 
my mind. | can't even talk | just pick her up and push her skirt out of the way and realize when she has no 
underwear that she's obviously been planning this for the evening which makes me want her even more. | push 
into her and l'm pretty sure I'm in heaven as she wraps her legs around my waist. My pants around my knees 
and the fact that | have to hold her up against the wall keep me from moving fast but | can move hard and | 
do nipping at her neck and hearing her groan as she tilts her head back for me giving me better access to her 


throat. 
"Done this before?" she asks me teasingly as | thrust against her and grab her ass to keep her up. 


"Once or twice," | answer thinking of all the times she's seen me doing just this when she was dating Axl. The 
thought makes me even hotter. He's probably living it up at the party down the hall with girls all over him, 
totally disregarding the fact that he'll see he is new girlfriend in a couple of days and then he'll swear he went 
straight back to the hotel after the shows. But | don't want to think about Axl, | want to think about Erin 


| push in again and she grips my shoulders moaning a little. 


"I can tell," Erin says moving her lips down my neck. | keep one hand on her ass and use the other one to get 
her bra off and move her shirt off of her chest and out of my way. Her breasts feel warm and her nipples 
harden under my fingers. | tell her I've wanted her all night which is true, I've been thinking about fucking her 


for hours. She teases me some more telling me she knows playing to a crowd makes me hard. 


| move back to kiss her again and hold her tighter trying not to lose it before she does. | want to cum so 
badly but not until she has. | swirl my tongue around the inside of her mouth and she groans biting down on 
my lip. | can't hold on anymore her teeth sending me beyond all reason and | can't see or hear anything but 
her and l'm lost in the sensation of sliding in and out of her. "Erin I'm going to cum" | tell her, tightening my 
arms around her and feeling spasms start somewhere deep in my stomach and moving up though my cock 
"Me too," she tells me breathlessly and | feel the same tremors that are running through my body running 
through hers. | keep pushing into her until | feel us both begin to breathe normally again and my cum running 
down her legs. | look down and into her face and she's flushed and her eyes have a satisfied glow in them. 


| put her back down on the ground and pull out of her leaving her legs as shaky as mine underneath her. | use 


the shirt | was carrying to clean up the mess laughing at the look on her face when | do and hitch my pants 


back up. "Sorry," she tells me. "I don't do this often, | don't know proper groupie cleanup etiquette." | move my 


hands up around her waist and pull her skirt back down. 

"Come on babygirl," | say to her pulling on her hands. "There's a shower in my dressing room. She follows me 
and we make our way down the hall and into the little room off the next hallway. | see that she's already 
thrown a second set of clothes on the vanity table. | strip my pants off again and step into the little bathroom 
turning the hot water up and relishing the feel of it on my skin. She steps into the shower behind me and | pull 
her in front of me putting my arms around her. "You want to go to the party with me?" | ask her. "You know | 
have to put in an appearance." 

"Sure," she answers. "Just don't leave me once we get there ok?" 


"ll never leave you," | say back to her. "You're stuck with me now." 


"I think | can live with that," she says and turns in my arms standing on her toes to kiss me. | hope so 
because | can't live without her. There's a pounding on the door. 


"What?" | yell back through the dressing room and towards the door. It's Duff. 

"Management says quit fucking and get your ass to the party! Rolling Stone's interviewing us!" 
‘lm coming! Tell them | said to fuck of fl" 

"Just hurry the fuck up man!" Duff yells back laughing. 


Erin and | finish up and get dressed to go the party. | sit in a chair and watch her put her makeup on "You 
know you're beautiful without all that," | tell her. 


"Thinks you," she says. "I don't need everyone else to see me with no makeup, especially the damn 


photographers." 


"Fuck them!" | reply smiling at her. She smiles back at me and holds out her hand and we make our way down 


the hall into a sea of groupies, road crew, reporters, and a few other bands who are playing the festival. It's a 


total fucking madhouse. | think | need a drink. 


Girls Girls Girls 


Slash and | head to the party which is packed. There have to be at least I50 people here including roadies, fans, 
groupies, reporters and some of the guys friends from other bands playing the festival. As we step into the 
room Slash puts his arm around my waist and whispers in my ear "lm bringing the hottest girl in the room to 
the party, especially in that dress." I'm wearing a black leather mini dress that | bought when we went 
shopping earlier in the week. | lean back into him and smile and reach up and run my hand over his cheek. | see 
Duff and Linda across the room and | pull Slash in their direction. As we get closer | realize that Duff is 


already drunk, very, very drunk. Linda looks exasperated. 


Duff stumbles up to us with a bottle of Jack in his hand and asks "Hey Slash, you guys want a drink?" Slash 
takes the bottle and opens it, offering it to me. | take two drinks of it and hand it back. How does he drink this 
stuff like water? It always makes my throat burn and my eyes water. Slash turns the bottle up and gulps 
down a quarter of it. | look up at him questioningly and he shrugs. So much for cleaning up his act. It's going to 
be a long night. 


The guys start to joke around and Linda and | move together so that we can talk. 
"How long has he been drinking?" | ask. 


"He's been drinking since the middle of the day. Slash?" she queries. 
"Same, he drained the mini bar in our room and then whatever they were drinking onstage." 


"Between that and the coke they were doing up there behind the drum riser they are going to be lit," Linda 
sighs. 


"Yeah, and after he passed out yesterday from too much heroin It's like it doesn't even phase him today. He 
still played great though, they all did" | comment. "Where's Annica?" 


"She's over there talking with the lady from Rolling Stone that's going to interview the guys tonight or 
tomorrow. She and Izzy are arguing | think, they both looked pissed off when they came in and Izzy more or 
less ditched her and went to talk to Axl" | look up and see Izzy and Axl slumped down on a couch together in 
the back of the room. They're totally off in their own world together, they look like lovers only Axl refuses 


Izzy's advances. 


Poor Izzy -totally in love with someone who's never going to love him back. Well, that's not exactly true; when 
| was married to Axl | noticed that he was always so much happier when Izzy was around. Izzy's presence 
calmed him down and made him smile. He'd do anything for Izzy except for the one thing Izzy wants him to do 
which is to love him as anything other than a friend. | know how it feels to try and win Axl's love and | hurt 
for Izzy. Axl will keep you dangling on a chain; almost giving you what you're asking for but not quite. Then he'll 
snatch it away again and leave you feeling like shit. l'm so glad | don't have to play his games anymore. | just 


wish he would leave me completely alone though. 


That whole thing with sending me a drink really creeped me out because it meant that he was somewhere 
watching me; how freaky is that? Even with a body guard around most of the time l'm still creeped out that 
he was watching me. Why was he watching me? Did he just see me and decide to send me a drink because he 
knew how it would make me feel? Was he planning something? Was he just hiding and staring at me and 
obsessing over me? Did he do it because he knew it would get to Slash? 


Slash. Even just his name makes me shiver with want right now after what just happened in the hallway. | 
glance at him out the corner of my eye and feel my heart skip. | know Linda's going to ask me about why | 
was late for the party and sure enough she pipes up with "Where did you disappear to after the show? Annica 


and | got here and realized you were gone but so was Pete so we knew he was with you. 


"| stopped and waited for Saul," | answer. 


"Mmm hmm and then what?" Linda digs smiling wickedly. 


"Then oh my god.." my voice trails off as | shiver with pleasure again at the memory. 


Linda giggles. 
"We did it on the dressing table," she tells me in a low voice. "It was still good even though Duff's drunk!" 


"I think they've had enough practice to always be good; drunk or not. Plus they're always turned on after 
concerts; always. Duff and Slash used to use the closed circuit TV camera to search the front two rows for 
hot girls. This was right after Duff separated from Mandi, anyway they would pick out 3 or 4 girls apiece and 
send security out with backstage passes. Then when the girls would get back here they would take them out 
to their dressing rooms one by one. Sometimes the hallways, sometimes together. Sometimes they'd trade. 
When one of them finished with a girl he'd just turn her over to the other one if she was willing. Not very 
many ever said no. They knew if they were coming backstage what they were in for. | used to just get to sit 
here and watch it all happen. | went down the hall to the bathroom more than once and saw one or the other 
of them bending some girl over a road case. They act like animals when they come offstage," | blurt out to 


Linda who rolls her eyes and laughs. 
"Who finished faster?" she asks eyeing Duff and Slash. 


"Slash, always Slash but he'd just keep going; one girl after another. He never dropped his cigarette when he 
was screwing chicks either, just like he never drops it onstage. Sometimes he was so high or drunk | doubt he 
could see their faces clearly and they still kept coming after him. | remember once last year he was so drunk 
that he passed out on a couch backstage and this girl was sitting on his lap trying to unlace his pants! He 
didn't even know she was there; Axl saw what was happening and got pissed at the girl and threw her out. 


"Does it bug you that he's been with so many people?" Susan asks. 


"No," | answer honestly. " | knew who he was and what he'd done before we were together. | like that he's no 


angel anyway, angels are boring." 


"How many girls did Duff pick up per night?" she asks. 


"Mmm four or five, sometimes less. Depended on how drunk he was. On a night like tonight I'm guessing one or 


two and then he'd pass out. How's his stamina now?" | ask with an evil grin 


"Depends on how drunk he is," Susan giggles and we both start laughing when Duff trips over his own feet 


nearly taking down Slash and some random girl before he caught himself. 


"What do you think Axl will tell his girlfriend about tonight?" Susan whispers nodding her head towards the 
back of the room where Axl is once again surrounded by girls. A few of them are trying to get Izzy to pay 
attention to them but its obvious he's not interested. 


"He'll probably tell her he went straight back to his hotel room after the show," | answer. "Thats what he 
would tell me." | used to hear stories when Axl and | were married about him picking up multiple girls 
backstage after concerts. He would always swear to me that it wasn't true; that people were just spreading 
rumors. Some of our biggest fights were about him cheating. Occasionally he would admit that he had done it 
saying "monogamy isn't my thing." Once he beat me bloody for threatening to leave him because | had heard 
from various people that he had been with two girls the night before. He told me | was a bitch for not 
trusting him and that |, as his wife, should have more faith in him. Annica told me the next day that 
everything | had heard was true. 


The guys spend the next half an hour or so greeting their fans and signing autographs. Girls are all over them 
posing for pictures and feeling them up. By the time Slash comes back to me he's pretty wasted and the 
bottle of Jack Daniels is 34 of the way empty. | take the bottle away from him and he laughs softly and pulls 


me to him kissing me. "You're drunk," | tease him. 
"Yeah, and you're hot," he says quietly running his hand up my side. 


"Oh, | don't know, you've had other women hanging all over you all night," | tease him. "Sure you don't want to 


leave with three or four of them? 


He pulls my hand over the bulge in his jeans and | can feel his erection straining against the fabric. 

"It wasn't like that until | came over here and talked to you," he tells me in that slow, sexy voice he uses when 
he's turned on. "So what do you think?" | notice that the eyes of every female fan in the room are trained in 
on us and that so are Axl's because the girls in his lap are openly staring at us with lustful looks on their 


faces. | see the reporter from Rolling Stone scribbling something on a notepad, cameras flashing nearby. 

"I think there's going to be a picture of me grabbing your crotch in Rolling Stone this month," | laugh gesturing 
at the photographers. He just smiles. 

"You ready to get out of here babygirl?" He picks his bottle up behind my back. 


"Sure," | tell him. Linda's already enlisted Pete to drag a stumbling Duff to the elevators. Slash is stumbling but 


he can walk. We end up in an elevator with a crowd full of fans and groupies and two bodyguards. One girl is 


trying to bribe one of the bodyguards to let her touch Slash's ass. Seriously? 


Slash ignores all of them and presses his mouth back on mine. Jesus, being drunk hasn't made him any less 
horny. His tongue explores my mouth and he holds me tight against his groin. | kiss him back eagerly; just as 
turned on as he is. | pull back to breathe at one point and | see the other girls in the elevator staring at us 


with envious looks on their faces. They get out in the lobby and we're alone in the elevator. 


Slash smiles and backs me into the wall. | move my hand down and squeeze the hard bulge in his pants and he 
groans. The elevator arrives at our floor and | struggle to unlock the door while he presses into my back and 
kisses my neck. l'm panting by the time | get the door shut behind us and he already has my dress unzipped. | 
unbutton his pants and drop them and his underwear on the floor and reach down to run my hand over his 
throbbing cock and he whimpers. He looks at me with that pleading, pouty look that photographers always 
manage to capture so well “Suck it Erin, please," he begs. "I want to feel your mouth on me." Like | could say no 


to that face. 


| stroke him a couple of times with my hand and then run my tongue over the head of his dick. It's sticky with 
pre-cum he moans when he feels my tongue swirl around it. He seems to be at a loss for what to do with his 
hands for a second and then plunges them into my hair. He runs his fingers through it and gently plays with it. 
Flashbacks of getting my hair yanked on by Axl run through my head but | push them away and concentrate 


on Slash. 


| slide my mouth down over him taking as much of him as | can into my mouth and letting the head of his 
cock slide into the back of my throat. He cries out and his hips jerk "Oh fuck Erin" he gasps. | begin sliding my 
mouth up and down his shaft swirling my tongue around the head and then moving to take him back into my 
mouth and down my throat. He fists my hair and whimpers every time his cock pushes past my mouth and 
into my throat. His stomach muscles are jerking and | feel him swell a little in my mouth and he groans in 
anticipation of release; breathing heavily and tightening his grip on my hair. | move my hand up and squeeze his 
balls and his whole body stiffens up. He explodes in my mouth and down my throat with an animal like growl. | 
can tell he's fighting the urge to thrust into my mouth because he knows that brings back bad memories. | 
try and compensate by moving my mouth a little faster and adding a litle suction He moans and whimpers 
until | feel him start to go limp in my mouth and he moves his hands up to stop me from moving any more 
because he's too sensitive to be touched after he cums. | run the back of my hand over my mouth and look 


up at him. He's trying to catch his breath and he smiles when he sees my eyes on his face. 
"Feel good?" | ask him raising my eyebrows at him with a naughty look on my face. 


‘Oh my God Erin.."he says weakly, still panting. He pulls me to my feet and gathers me to him. "Come here 
babygirl," he whispers and slowly kisses me nipping at my bottom lip. He turns us around so that my back is 
against the door and skims his hand down over my stomach and slides his fingers between my legs. "Mmmm 
Saul," | groan against his neck. His fingers slide over my clit and | feel one finger slide inside of me. He works 
the one in and out of me then | feel him add a second one. His lips are all over my neck and my chest. He 


slides his fingers slowly in and out of me searching for that spot deep inside me that makes me want to 


scream. His fingers run over it and | whimper. He smiles against my lips and begins to stroke that spot and I'm 
squirming in his arms wanting to feel more of him. He circles his fingers a little faster inside of me and | cry 
out and grip his other arm and his shoulder where l'm holding on to him. 


"Do you like that baby?" he asks me in a soft, sexy voice. All | can get out is "mmm hmm" and a small cry. 
Guitarists seriously do have talented hands and not just when playing their guitars. "Are you gonna cum for 
me?" he purrs and | groan in his ear. He lowers his mouth back onto my neck and starts planting soft kisses 
up and down my throat. The feeling of his beautiful, full lips on my skin is too much. My legs almost buckle 


under me and | lean into him for support and cry out as my body contracts hard around his fingers. 


"Slash," | groan and he smiles to himself when he hears me say his name. He continues moving his fingers 
inside of me until | reach down and grab his wrist when | can't take anymore. He slides his fingers out of me 
and kisses me gently on the lips. 


"Are you ok?" he asks me; l'm practically using him to stay upright. 

"Way better than ok," | assure him and his lips brush over mine again. 

"You want another shower?" he asks. His eyes are shining but still cloudy from the booze. | nod and he picks 
me up and carries me towards the bathroom. 


"Door to door service? | could get used to that!" | tease him. 


"I didn't want to let go of you," he says looking into my eyes. l'm pretty sure my heart just melted. 


One More Time Tonight 


Slash 

| step out of the shower and watch Erin towel her hair dry. She's so pretty and | picture her again on her 
knees with my cock in her mouth..| feel myself start to swell a little bit and | have to leave the bathroom. We 
need to get some sleep which means | need to calm myself down. We're flying out tomorrow afternoon and it's 


already 3am. 


| pull some shorts in and Erin comes out of the bathroom wearing hot pink underwear and one of my old 
Zepplin shirts. We both crawl into bed and | turn out the lights and wrap Erin in my arms. She lays her head 
on my chest and yawns. She's so fucking cute. She doesn't like for me to tell her that though, she says cute is 
for puppies, that she's not cute. She totally is. | kiss the top of her head and run my fingers through her hair, 
its how we fall asleep every night now. | hated going to sleep alone while | was in Hawaii, my heart physically 


hurt | missed her so much. 


| wonder if that's how Axl feels without her. | saw him glare at us like he wanted to beat the shit out of one 
us or maybe both of us when | kissed her during the party. He was talking to Izzy and he crushed his beer 
can he got so pissed off. Izzy said something to him and he didn’t like that either because he got up and 
stomped off and started talking to a bunch of girls that came backstage. Fucker. 


| love you Saul," Erin says quietly running one of my curls around her finger. 
| love you too babygirl," | tell her. "Tonight was fucking amazing.” She giggles. 


"You were amazing during the show, to me it's like magic or something every time you touch a guitar. I've 


never seen anybody play like you. | love watching you." 


"Thanks, | tell her. That's pretty much how | feel about the things you write. When | read it | felt like | was 
right there with you feeling what you felt" | only found out recently that Erin writes stories when I'm not 
around. They're good too. Some of them hurt to read though because they're full of the pain she was going 
through with Axl. It's like her heart spilled out onto the page. | need a cigarette. "| need to smoke | say sitting 
up and reaching for the pack by the bed and my lighter. 


"Saul." Erin groans in mock aggravation. 
"What?" | tease her. "I need to relax!" 


"I thought | already "relaxed" you earlier! she giggles. | have a flash of her up against the wall while | fucked 
her and | feel my cock twitch. 


"Don't talk about it, I'll just get hard again!" | warn her. 


"You're on fire tonight" she laughs. 


"It was a great night," | agree and put out what's left of the cigarette. | move back down beside her and she 


makes herself comfortable in my arms again. "Goodnight Erin," | whisper to her. 
"Good night Saul," she mumbles back, already drifting into sleep. | was so happy when | went to sleep. 


That lasts until about an hour later when | feel Erin tossing and turning next to me. She's talking in her sleep 
again too saying “Please don't hurt me." It hurts me to hear her begging that bastard Axl not to hurt her. God 
damn | hate what that fucker did to her! Just the thought of him is enough to make my fists clench up and 


rage rises up in my chest. 


| have to take a deep breath and | sit up and try to wake up Erin. | shake her a little, calling her name but she 
doesn't wake up. She must have taken a sleeping pill while she was in the bathroom. It's not easy to get her to 
wake up when she takes those things. | reach over and scoop her up, holding her on my lap. She fights me 
though struggling to get away from me which takes me by surprise and | loosen my grip on her. "Erin, wake 
up baby, come on, wake up" | beg her. She doesn't, she just cries out and curls up into a ball on my lap. Then 
she very clearly says "No Axl!" and whimpers, pulling her arms tighter around her body. 


"Hey babygirl, please wake up, you're safe baby, its ok, wake up Erin," | plead with her. Then | hear her whisper 
my name so quietly I'm not even sure if | heard it or not. Then she says it again in a choking, sobbing voice 
and | notice tears making a trail down her face. This is too much, she's begging for me in her dreams. "l'm 
right here babygirl, I'm right here," | tell her fighting to keep my voice calm and running my hands through 
her hair. 

"Slash.."she cries and sounds miserable. What is she dreaming about? | say her name a little louder and pin her 
flailing arms down next to her. "Erin!" | call out to her and | see her eyelids flutter and finally her eyes open 
and she looks up at me. 

"Slash?" she questions 

‘lm right here babygirl, I've got you, you're safe," | say soothingly to her and stroke her hair. She reaches up 
and tentatively touches my hand rubbing her hair. 


"l'm not dreaming? You're really herel 


‘I'm really here babygirl, it's not a dream, and you're safe with me. | keep stroking her hair and | finally see 
the last of the confusion dissipate and her eyes are clear and loving when she looks back at me. | lean down 
and kiss her softly. She scoots up and throws her arms around my neck and sobs! hold her tight to my chest 
and go back to stroking her hair. "What were you dreaming about?" | ask her. 


She cries for a minute before she'll answer then she says "Last new year's eve, you know you guys did that 
big show and then Axl and | had that huge party afterwards?" 

"Yeah, | actually got to talk to you that night, the ayatollah wasn't following you around." | recall 

"Right, remember the guys from Aerosmith were there? Axl didn’t like the way | talked to Steven Tyler and 


Joe Perry because Steven put his arm around me while he was talking to me. So of course he beat me up and 


he kicked me down the stairs, both flights of them. | stood up on the landing and tried to get away and | saw 
you through the window getting into your car. | wanted you to take me with you but it was too late. He broke 
my wrist when he kicked me down the second flight of stairs but he wouldn't take me to the hospital until the 
next morning. He told them | was drunk and fell down the steps and didn't feel my wrist hurting until the 


morning when | sobered up." 


"It hurt so badly that | was awake all night. | got through it by pretending you were there with me; | wanted 
you to be. | just laid there and thought about what would have happened if | had been able to yell at you out 
the window and you had taken me with you." 


| remember the cast on her arm and | had wondered at the time what had really happened. She told me she 
fell when | asked her. "You know | would have come for you if you had called me right?" | ask her quietly. 


"| know you would have, but | couldn't call you, he wouldn't leave me alone. Then the next day after we finally 
got back from the hospital he was all up on me telling me how he was sorry and he never meant to hurt me 


and that he loved me and he kept begging me to forgive him. | finally just told him it was fine so he would stop 
begging." 


"Then he acts like everything's just fine and he started kissing me and trying to get me to fuck him and | 
didn't want to so | told him no. He told me that he just took me to get my arm fixed and that | was an 
ungrateful little bitch. Never mind that he was the one who broke my arm in the first place! | pointed that out 
to him and he backhanded me and then he held my arm down, the broken one, and it hurt so much and | 
begged him to let me go but he wouldn't. He just told me to shut up and then he did it with me anyway, even 
after | had said no. They had given me pain killers in the hospital so | was pretty out of it and | couldn't fight 
him, | couldn't fight him anyway because he was hurting my arm so much. Then he got up and left me there. 
You and Duff actually came over that day to pick up some tapes." 


"Yeah, | remember," | say quietly, "you were sitting on the couch watching TV and | was worried because you 
had that cast on your arm. | knew something had happened between you and Axl but all you would tell me is 
that you fell down the steps." 


"Yeah well, Duff was with you and what was | going to say anyway? Axl threw me down the stairs because 
Steven Tyler put his arm around me? Axl just made me fuck him even though | didn't want to by squeezing 
the arm he had just broken and holding me down? | couldn't tell you any of that in front of Duff or Axl, | 
probably wouldn't have had the nerve to tell you anyway." 


"Why not?" | ask her. "You wanted to leave with me the night before, | would have taken you out of there 
right then if you told me you wanted to go. You knew how | felt about you." 


"| just wasn't ready. When you came into the living room that day | was so embarrassed, | didn't want you to 
see me like that. | knew that you knew Axl had hurt my arm. If you had known any more right then | would 
have died of embarrassment. Besides, | didn't trust you not to turn on me and take his side," she says looking 


down. 


"Why would | have taken his side if you had told me all of that?" | question 


"Because he would have told you | was lying, that | was out of my mind on pain killers, that | had been drunk 
the night before and | didn't know what | was talking about. He always made me look like everything was my 
fault and people always took his side. Do you think Alan Niven never saw what was going on with us as much 
as he came in and out of our house with shit for Axl? He did and he told me | should stop drinking so much, 
that | was causing Axl too much stress. After that | just hid it from everyone because Axl was making 
everything out like he was the victim or something. Anyway, if | had dared to contradict him he would have 


made it worse for me, he would have done something else to me." 


| just sigh; everything she's saying is true. Not the part about me not believing her, | knew better, but the 
part about Axl twisting things around and making people think Erin was a head case who caused endless drama. 
It pisses me off that management bought into that shit though. | can see why people that didn't know Axl or 
Erin very well would buy it, reporters, acquaintances, but people like Alan who knew the ins and outs of Axl's 
personality should have known better. Causing Axl fucking stress. 


Speaking of stress | need a cigarette. Ok, what | need is to shoot up but I'm going to have to get Erin to go 
back to sleep again before | can do that. | don't even care about yesterday, how fucked up is that? | mean | 
care that upset my friends but | don't care about what happened to me enough to stop using. | have a feeling 
that as this tour goes on I'll be using more and more. It just started and l'm already fucking stressed out. This 


was such a great night earlier but now | have questions.."Erin?" 
"What?" she asks quietly. 


"When we're..when we're having sex do you think about all of the shit that Axl made you do?" | blurt out in a 


rush. 


"What? No!" she answers vehemently. "That's two totally separate things. If | thought about what he did to me 
very often I'd live my life in a bubble and never let anybody anywhere near me. The only time he crosses my 
mind when we're making love is when I'm expecting to feel my hair get pulled or to get smacked for moving 


too slow or something and then it doesn't happen and | think about how glad | am that it doesn't. But that's it." 


"That first night we slept together back in LA during those 4 homecoming concerts you were so gentle with 
me, and so sweet and | kept waiting for something bad to happen or for you to get rough with me and hurt 
me and you never did and | knew after that night that | would never have to go through any of those things 
ever again so | just sort of started over. For me it's like everything with you is like the first time I've 
experienced it because it's so different with you. A lot of it is a first for the two of us anyway." 


"Saul, I've never wanted anybody or loved anybody the way | want and love you. That's enough to make all 
thoughts of Axl vanish. All | think about when we're together is you. How you showed me that there are 
places on my body that make me feel incredible when another person touches them. You showed me that 


some men actually take the time to learn what makes women feel good. | found out what it feels like to enjoy 


touching another person because | like pleasuring you. | learned that sex doesn’t have to hurt me, that the 
best sex is with someone you're in love with because they're the only person who can make something so 
intimate perfect for 


you. You are incredible in bed Saul." 


"You know the groupie charts in magazines only rate me as average with an average dick, nothing to write 


home about." | tell her laughing. 


"The groupies you sleep with are probably justified in that because I've seen you fuck groupies and it's just 
wham bam thank you ma'm," Erin giggles. "They don't see this side of you, although how they missed that 
huge penis is beyond me! But when you care about the person you are fucking spectacular!" 


"Nobody's ever made me feel the way you make me feel either Erin. Sex with random groupies is nothing like 
sex with you. Sex with you is comforting and hot at the same time. | have to fight the urge to cum the whole 
time becouse most of the time all it would take is one push inside of you and | would be done. Also, you fill up 


my heart and | can show you some of what that means when | make love to you.” 


‘I'm so sorry about the way Axl treated you, forcing you to have sex and abusing you during sex. That's 
terrible Erin and lm sorry that happened to you! hate that | was so close by and didnt know.."! feel tears 
burning in my eyes and | blink them away. "I wish that | could take that away from you somehow so you 


wouldn't have to remember it anymore. All | can do is promise you that | won't ever hurt you that way.’ 


"Saul, you're doing a pretty good job of making it go away. The only time it really comes back is in these god 
damn fucking nightmares! They're so clear and vivid too; | can even feel Axl breathing on me sometimes. Thank 
god you're there for me when | wake up. Thank you for that. Thank you for waking up and taking the time to 
comfort me when you're so tired yourself. You're so selfless when it comes to me and | love you so much for 


it. | try to give as much back to you as you do to me. I'm not sure | could ever come close... 


"Erin, you take care of me when I'm a mess too. You took care of me all spring and so drunk | was wetting the 
bed. Don't tell Duff and Izzy | admitted that by the way. Anyway, you're so afraid when you're dreaming, you 
sound terrified and you wake up terrified and sad; how could | not be there? | would never let you go through 
something alone that scared you so much if | didn't have to. You're a lot harder to wake up though since you 
started taking those sleeping pills, are they making the dreams worse do you think?" 


"No, | don't think so. The dreams were bad before the pills and when | wasn't taking them in the spring so | 
could be awake to come and get you. | can't fall asleep very heavily without them so | wake up exhausted. 
When | take them at least | sleep it's just harder for me to get out of the nightmares." 


"It takes me a long time to get you to wake up Erin. You don't even wake up when | pick you up and sit you on 
my lap. You scream and cry and flail around, you got me in the mouth tonight," | tell her running my fingers 


over the sore spot on my lip. 


"I'm sorry Saul, | didn't mean tol" she apologizes her voice rising with anxiety. 


Its ok baby, you didn't mean to, don't worry about it” She still looks anxious. There's no way she's going back 
to sleep in this state of mind. "Do you want a drink?" | ask her. 

"Sure," she replies. | get out of bed and pour us both a drink and come back into bed with them and the 
acoustic guitar | always keep in my room. One acoustic, one electric, always. Erin sips the drink, then shrugs 
and downs the whole thing plunking the glass down on the bedside table. | do the same and then sit down with 
the guitar. "Come here babygirl, let me play for you, come sit right here in front of me against my chest. | 
can't sing very well but I'll try ok? 

"Saul you can sing just fine. It's just that compared to Axl or even Izzy no one sings well," Erin jokes. But 
neither of them can play like you. | just smile a little and pick up the guitar. I've never played with anyone in 
my lap before. Well really she's sitting on the bed between my legs and leaning against me but same thing. | 
strum the first few chords of "Patience" and try not to screw up the singing too badly. | sing the chorus 
directly to her though "Sad woman take it slow and things will be just fine, all we need is just a little patience. 
Sad woman make it slow and we'll come together fine, you and I've got what it takes to make it, we'll never 
break it, cause | can't take it" 


| finish the song and sit the guitar by the bed. | turn to Erin and her eyes are filled with tears. "What's 


wrong?" | ask worried that I've somehow done something to hurt her. 


"Nothing, that was beautiful. Nobody every sang to me before. Axl has sung plenty of songs about me but 
nobody ever sang to me like that. | like that song anyway but it turns into a beautiful love song when you sing 
it to me like that," Erin whispers. 


"That was the idea, you're so sad but it is going to be ok Its just a slow process. | liked playing it for you. Izzy 
wrote it for Annica but it's pretty universally applicable," | tell her. She's smiling now and her eyes are shining. 
| pull her over to me and kiss her gently. She surprises me though and won't let me pull away when | try; she 
holds onto the back of my head and kisses me a little harder. "Erin what are you doing" | mumble against her 


mouth. 
"Just one more time please Saul? It ll make me feel better.."Erin says wickedly. 


"Well, itll make you feel better then sure.." | tease her prodding her lips with my tongue and getting her to 
open her mouth. | don't want this wild and hot like it was earlier though, l'm tired for one thing but mostly | 
want to take my time and love her. She pulls me down on top of her on the bed and | don't break the kiss. | 
kiss her slowly and softly and finally pull back to pull her shirt up over her head. | run my hands down her 
sides and slide them over her back and up into her hair. | capture her lips with mine again and then place soft 
kisses on her cheeks, forehead, and chin. 


She looks up at with those huge blue eyes and says "I love you so much Saul." | felt my heart skip a little in 
my chest. 


"| love you too babygirl, more than anything in the whole world," | whisper to her. She smiles at me ard | 


tighten my arms around her and kiss her again. She runs her hands through my hair and then runs her nails 


down over my back | groan and arch towards her hands, | love to have my back scratched; not just in bed but 
any time. She always laughs at me and tells me dogs like to have their backs scratched too but she does it 


anyway. 


| move my kisses down her neck, around her collar bone, and finally onto her breasts which | cup in my hands. 
My calloused hands look so rough next to her pale, soft skin. | pull one of her nipples into my mouth and begin 
to tongue it lightly. Erin groans and writhes underneath me. | move and do the same thing to the other nipple 
and her groans and whimpers are like music to me. | kiss down her stomach and up her thighs moving 
deliberately slowly and drawing out the anticipation for both of us. 


When my tongue finally reaches the plump lips of her sex she lets out a little scream. "Shh..." | | tell her 
laughing. 


"You're driving me crazy Slash!" she moans. 


"Good," | reply and run my tongue up between those lips and over her clit causing another little scream but 
she clamps her hand over her mouth. | back off and continue to tease her; sucking on those puffy lips, | run 
my tongue around her entrance and back up her thighs and then finally back over her clit. She bucks against 
my mouth and is so aroused at this point that it only takes about 20 seconds to make her cum. "Slash!" she 


yells and | don't stop her this time, | love hearing her scream my name. 


When she's calmed down | kiss back up her stomach to her mouth. She reaches between our bodies and begins 
to stroke my cock | groan and thrust up into her hand. She keeps stroking me, making sure to rub her hand 
up and over the head which she knows drives me crazy. She does this for a while until l'm groaning and 
moving my hips in a rhythm with her hand. I'm so close..and then she stops. 


"Erin," | squeak out, frustrated and dazed. 


"Not yet baby," she giggles. | catch my breath and line my dick up to her entrance. | push in slowly, fuck she 
feels so good. She's so tight and warm. She whimpers as she feels me fill her. | pull out and push back in and 
gasp, | can't last much longer, all of that stroking a few minutes ago has made me super sensitive and ready 
to blow my load. | thrust in again and groan her name "Oh Erin, you feel so fucking good." 

‘Mmmmmmmmmm'" is her only answer. She's enjoying this too then. | reach down between her legs and rub 


her clit with my thumb and she contracts hard around my dick. 


"Saul, that feels good, you touching me there while you fuck me, keep doing it," she begs. | keep running my 
thumb over her and thrusting in and out slowly, concentrating on holding off. | lean over to kiss her again until 
she whimpers and | feel little contractions around my cock before she lets go and grips my hair in her hands 


gasping out my name and | feel strong, hard, contractions squeeze my dick. 


Its what I've been waiting for and | thrust in hard, moaning as | feel her squeeze me and it almost feels like 
my cum is being massaged out of me. The orgasm just keeps rolling over me in waves and | just keep cumming 
until I'm completely spent and whimpering. | move off of Erin and collapse beside her on the bed panting. Erin's 
still out of breath too but | pull her over and put my arm around her after | light a cigarette. She snuggles 


down into my chest and arm and | squeeze her to me. 

"Good enough for the last time of the night?" | ask her with a grin 

"Yeah," she laughs. "Are you like this after every show?" 

‘Mmmmm pretty much!" | reply. 

"Guess | had better get ready for some busy nights then!" she giggles. “Thanks for that last time. Your lips 
tend to set me off." she says running her finger around them. | suck her finger into my mouth, teasing her 
and she groans a little. "Don't start again!" she warns me. | take the hand she has on my face into my own and 
kiss her palm. 

"Ready to go back to sleep babygirl?" | ask her. 

"Yeah, | think so, | love you Saul," she says quietly. 

"I love you too babygirl and I'm right here. | won't let go of you all night, you're safe ok? 


"I know | am. Thanks for taking care of me the way you do Saul," she whispers. 


"IIl always take care of you Erin" It's nice to be able to tell her that back. 


Goodbye Rio 
Saul keeps his promise and holds onto me all night, we wake up around noon to loud pounding on the door. 
"What the fuck?!" Saul yells. It's Matt and Izzy outside the door. 


"Wake up call man!" Matt yells. "Management says anybody not awake already gets woken up now. We gotta be 
on the way to the airport in 3 hours!" 


"Go the fuck away assholes!" Slash yells and snuggles back into me. 


"No can dol" Izzy calls back. "Let us in or we'll get Pete to open the door for us he has a key and he knows it's 


wake up time! 


‘Mother fuckers," Saul grumbles and sits up, dislodging himself from my arms. | don't like feeling his warmth 
slip away and | give a displeased groan. "Sorry babygirl," he says and bends over to kiss my cheek before 
turning around and shuffling over to the door rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. He unlocks the door and 
throws it open-stark naked. "Happy now fuckers?" he asks. 


"Dude, cover that thing up!" Matt laughs hiding his eyes. 


"Is my fucking room, | don't have to wear clothes in my own room if | don't fucking want to," Slash tells him 
scowling. But he fishes a pair of shorts out of a pile of clothes on the floor. 


"Sup Erin?" Izzy greets me grinning. 


"Why are you guys so happy in the morning?" | groan pulling the blankets tighter around me. Great. I'm trapped 
under the blankets naked because Izzy and Matt decided to give us a personal wake-up call. | see Saul's shirt 
that | was wearing last night beside the bed and lean down to pick it up. | put it on under the covers so at 
least my top is covered. Saul flops on the bed next to me. 


"Is not morning anymore girl, it's afternoon! You two were probably still fucking in the morning the way you 
couldn't keep your hands off each other last night!" Izzy laughs and wiggles his eyebrows up and down Idiot; 
but | love him anyway. 

"Shut up!" Slash tells him. "What do you two want anyway? | know you didn’t just come here to see me naked" 
"| love seeing you naked," Izzy teases "but we need your help with Duff. He's out cold and Linda can't wake him 
up. If we can't wake him up we're going to have to get Pete or somebody to carry him out to the car and 


onto the plane. Also he'll be mad when we wake him up so we wanted him to be mad at you too not just us." 


“Thanks fuckers," Slash says lighting up a cigarette. "Maybe that's his plan, you know he hates planes man" 


‘Or maybe he just got way too trashed last night because he can't control himself around vodka" Izzy answers. 


"| don't think those two weeks in Hawaii did shit for him. Did it help you?" 


"You know the answer is no man. Slash blows smoke and answers Izzy. | mean it helped break us out of the rut 
we were in but it's not like | stayed clean obviously. | needed to dry out some though | was in way over my 
head and it was hurting Erin so | needed the time away so | could quit acting like a junkie. | don't want to end 
up like Steven either, so there was that too. Hawaii do anything for you l2?" Slash asks. 

"Not much, although | did get to talk to Axl a lot on the phone and we worked some stuff out" 

"Oh yeah? What kind of stuff?" Saul asks leaning back to put his arm around me remembering our 
conversation from the night before. | flinched when Izzy said Axl's name and | guess Saul felt it. "You ok?" he 
asks me running his fingers through my hair. 

"I'm fine," | tell him. He smiles at me and continues to play with my hair. | see Matt and Izzy look at each other 
and roll their eyes. 

"Earth to loverboy" Matt says. 

"What?" Slash asks turning back around. 

"Stop playing Don Juan and come help us with Duff man ok?" Matt says standing up. 

"Yeah ok fine," Saul grumbles. 

"Man, I've never really been around the two of you together but it's pretty bad" Matt says nodding his head 
at Slash and |. 

"What is?" Saul asks with a confused look on his face. 

"The way you two are together, all lovey dovey and shit. It's like you're in your own world when you talk to 


each other, I'm pretty sure you forgot we were herel!" 

"Shut the fuck up!" Slash replies laughing. 

"You haven't seen anything yet," Izzy mumbles rolling his eyes. 

‘lm going to order room service, I'll get you some breakfast ok baby?" | tell Slash. Slash nods and goes to walk 
Izzy and Matt to the door. He and Matt start punching each other while Matt teases him and makes kissing 
noises. "Izzy, you want some breakfast?" | ask. | know Annica didn't bother to get him anything, he was 
probably up and gone before she woke up. | don't know what's going on between then, it seems like they're 
drifting apart. 

"Yeah, | would love breakfast thanks Erin," he says and smiles. 


“Something sweet right?" 


"You know me too well," he laughs. "Hey, stop smacking at each other for a second! Matt you want some 
breakfast? Or lunch as it may be? 


"Yeah, I'll take scrambled eggs," Matt says letting up on Slash. "Does she always feed us? Because if she does 


l'm gonna start hanging around your room more often Slash!" 


"She always feeds us," Izzy says. She also does your laundry if you pass out at her house! She won't clean up 
your puke though unless you're Slash. If you're Slash it doesn't matter how much of a mess you are she'll 
take care of you and wash you off, and give you clean clothes, and help you brush your teeth. She'll undress 
and redress you, she'll feed you and bring you water, she'll fix up your busted lips and bloody knuckles and 
then she'll give you these soft little kisses and put you to bed" | blush, Slash blushes and Matt says "I gotta 
find me a girlfriend like that!" 


"Then you gotta stop fucking groupies man!" Slash jokes. "Or find a normal one or something but there's no one 
as good as Erin out there! He leans down and gives me one of those soft kisses. They guys leave to get Duff 


out of his drunken stupor. | throw on shorts and brush my teeth and get ready to meet the room service 


guy. 


Linda comes in to report that Slash threw a bucket of ice water on Duff who woke up screaming obsceneties. | 
tell her | ordered breakfast for both of them and she gives me a hug. "You holding up ok?" | ask her. 


"Yeah, it was just our last night in Rio and | wanted it to be special, you know? Not have him be passed out 


drunk. 


"Tell him that this morning when he sobers up, | bet he won't do it again if you tell him. Duff's a good guy like 
that" 


"Well, I'll talk to him then. Thanks Erin. What about you?" Linda asks. "Looked like it was getting pretty serious in 
the elevator last night." 
"| went down on him and then | had a nightmare this morning and he played the guitar and sang for me and 


then we ended up doing it again." | tell her in a rush. “Sorry, TMI" 


"Nah, | just wish | had TMI to give!" Linda giggles. The room service trays arrive. | put mine and Slash's out in 
our room and Linda and | take the others across the hall to Duff and the others. She's right, Duff is a mess. 
He looks terrible. They guys have gotten him to shower and get dressed and they're all smoking out on the 
balcony with sunglasses on to nurse their hangovers. | hand out the breakfast trays and Slash and | go back to 


our own rooms to eat and shower. 


Slash tells me how Duff sat straight up and shrieked and said "You mother fucking bastards are dead!" and 
tried to chase them around the room only he couldn't move too fast and he fell over. | crack up laughing 
because | can totally see this happening. | love being around these guys, | never got to hang out with them 


before; Axl wouldn't let me. After we eat | jump in the shower and Slash follows me a few seconds later. 


"You slept better the second time we went to bed," he says rinsing the soap out of his hair. 

"Yeah, | was ok then, | don't know why. Maybe it was your song," | tell him half teasing. He smiles and kisses 
me softly on the shoulder as he gets out of the shower. | go out and comb the tangles out of my hair in the 
full length mirror across from the bed and when | turn around he's watching me. He holds his arms out to me 


and | sit on his lap and wrap myself around him. His naked skin feels warm and soft against mine and he smells 


like soap and whiskey. He must have been drinking in Duff's room when he was over there. 
| love you babygirl," he whispers. "I'm glad | was there to hold you last night" 


"| love you too Saul, I'm glad you're there to hold me every night. | need you, | don't ever want to lose you." He 
starts planting a trail of kisses up my collar bone, my neck, my jaw and finally my mouth and he gives me one 
of those slow, deep kisses that turn my insides to mush. | run my hands up into his hair and kiss back. He lays 
down and pulls me down on top of him. Most guys would get you to ride them but not Slash, he likes to be in 


charge and on top; works for me. 


He rolls us over, never removing his lips from mine and pushes slowly inside me. | let out a groan from 
somewhere deep within me. | don't care that we've done it 3 times in the past twenty four hours already; | 
can't get enough of him. He doesn't speed up, he just pushes himself up on his elbows so he can see my eyes 


and talk to me. His eyes are dark with want and | can barely see them through his curls. 
"You just looked so beautiful standing there, you drive me crazy Erin" 


"You drive me pretty crazy too baby," | tell him. "Why do you think | wanted you again at 4:30 this morning? 
It's because | love feeling your hands on my body, and those beautiful lips on mine and | love the way you feel 


inside me, you're so big and you're so good at making me feel good." 


"| like making you feel good," he growls back softly. "You feel so soft and wet and tight, it's an easy job." He 
moves up and grinds his hips a different way, finally working himself all the way into me and | give a little cry. 


"I love the little noises you make when you like something," he whispers in my ear. 
"| can't help it," | tell him. 


"I know, its not fake; thats why | like it, so | can tell if I'm doing something you like." He smiles at me and 
brings his lips back to mine. He just continues at that steady, slow pace placing kisses on my mouth, my neck 
and my breasts, stopping to play with my nipples if they pass his lips. | run my hands over his back and hips, 
his biceps, though his hair, | just enjoy touching him. 


Finally he shifts so that he's touching that spot inside me that makes me cum and | start to whimper. He leans 
back and hooks my knees up over his shoulders and thrusts in again. Shit he feels good and | call out his name. 
A smile spreads over his face and he pushes into me again causing me to shudder. 

"That's it babygirl, enjoy it” 

"You feel so good Slash," | whisper back. He groans and closes his eyes. He keeps up the pace for a minute and 

runs his hands up to cup my breasts. | feel myself starting to contract around his cock and | whimper and 


moan. 


He looks up into my eyes and whispers "Look at me, | want to see your eyes when you cum." | can't answer 


him, all that comes out of my mouth are little animal like cries. | contract hard around him and he bites down 
on his own lip and lets out a groan. He leans forward and threads his fingers through mine pinning me to the 
bed but holding my hands. He cries out just about the same time | say his name and | can feel a liquid warmth 


inside of me as he continues to thrust spilling his cum into me. 


When he finishes he slides out of me and lays on his side next to me on the bed. He pulls me close to him and 
kisses my lips again softly. "Thanks for that," he whispers. 


"Are you joking? Thank you. | love you." 


"| love you too Erin," he says. We lay that way, tangled up in each other and the blankets, cuddling and kissing 
until Izzy and Matt bang on the door again about a half an hour later. 


"Pull it together Romeo and Juliet!" they yell. And reluctantly we get dressed. | guess this is goodbye to Rio, 


and hello to Wisconsin? Sounds anticlimactic. 


Izzy Gets What He Wants 


lzzy 

Last night in Rio and I've finally got Axl all to myself. After Slash and Erin left the party making out he was 
pissed off. | took advantage of that by suggesting we go back to his room and smoke some weed. He 
begrudgingly agreed and here we are sitting in his room smoking dope. He's splayed across an armchair and l'm 
stretched out on the sofa in the little living room of the suite. Both of us have smoked a couple of joints now 


So were pre uzzeda ana relaxed. ITS Now or never. 
‘re pretty buzzed and relaxed, It 


"Hey Axe, you know what we talked about while | was in Hawaii?" He draws in a deep breath and closes his 


eyes, still staring at the ceiling. 
"Yeah." 


Its probably your last night without a woman in your room, want to give it a shot?" 
"| don't know lz, if | like it does that make me gay?" Axl asks. "I like women, but | like you too. Fuck, | might 


even love you Izzy." 


‘I'm not sure you know what love is Axl. You had a pretty fucked up way of showing your wife you loved her. 
Do you know how long its taken Slash to get her to stop flinching every time she hears a loud noise or 
someone raises their voice? He says she still wakes up screaming every night and terrified from nightmares. 
Nightmares about you. You really fucked her up Axl. | mean really fucked her up. | think Slash is the only thing 
that can fix her. | know you don't want to hear it but you need to hear it, he's so good with her. He's so 
fucking head over heels in love with her it's ridiculous. He's got the patience of a saint. You know he's sat up 
all night with her before while she cried? He gets like no sleep because she has so many nightmares? She 
flinches if somebody standing near her moves too fast. But you know he never gets upset with her. He never 


gets angry, never gets impatient, he just takes care of her." 


"Why are you telling me all of this fucking shit Izzy? Are you trying to piss me off by talking about my wife 
and curly haired mother fucker? Not a very good way to get into my pants." 


‘lm telling you because that's what it means to love somebody. He deals with all of that shit because he loves 
her, he loves her more than anything so he doesn’t mind dealing with it. She went out and dragged him out of 
every bar in town this spring after he passed out and threw up all over himself and she took him inside and 
cleaned up after him, took care of him, | mean really took care of him, she didn't just throw him on the bed to 
sleep it off. She changed his clothes and washed him off and cleaned up after him when he couldn't do it 
himself which was most of the time because she loves him, not because she liked it. | spent a lot of time at 
their house this spring and I'll tell you, l've never seen anyone as crazy about each other as the two of them. 
I've never seen anything like the two of them before. It made me realize the only person | could ever love like 


that is you Axl," | finally manage to get out. 


Axl sighs "Izzy..." 


"And no it doesn't make you gay, | like women too," | quickly add. 
‘| really fucked up with Erin," he says wistfully. 
"Yeah, you really did man, did you ever stop to think about why?" | ask him. 


He sighs from somewhere deep within his soul. "Because | wanted her to be you, and she wasn't and it made 


me ang ry. 


"You know you could have just been with me and not have fucked her up so badly for so many years," | tell 


him. 

"No | couldn't Izz, | carry the reputation for this motherfucking band!" he says angrily. 

"Right now you carry the reputation of a man whose wife ditched him for his guitarist," | point out. 
"Shut up!" he yells jumping out of the chair. 


"The truth hurts doesn't it?" | say to him standing up to face him. He glowers at me. "How about this truth, 
you want to fuck me." He stands there glaring at me for a minute, chest heaving, fists clenched and | don't 
know if he's going to haul off and punch me or what. The next thing | know he's on me, arms wrapped around 


me, hands pulling my hair hard and smashing his lips into mine so hard he draws blood. Perfect. 


| feel a rush of blood surging to my crotch and my cock is suddenly straining against my pants. I've wanted 
this for so fucking long, so many years.. | put my arms around him and kiss him back; shoving him back 
towards the bed. His boot catches on the chair leg and he falls onto his back on the mattress and | follow him 
down. He kisses me with animal like intensity and | return it; our tongues battling each other's for dominance, 


exploring each other's mouths with violent thrusts and bites. 


He shoves my open shirt and vest to the floor and sits up enough to pull his own shirt over his head. "Off," he 
says pointing at my pants. | quickly strip down and he does the same thing. | clamber back onto the bed and 
push him back down with another violent kiss. 

| rub our erections together and he arches up off of the bed with one of those strange guttural noises he 
makes when he sings. He grabs my hips and forces them down against his; grinding his penis into mine and 


panting. "I'm not supposed to like this," he growls at me. 
"Since when did you do anything you were supposed to? | ask him. You gonna let me fuck you or what?" 
"No, you're going to let me fuck you," he tells me. 


"Fine with me, do you know what you're doing?" | ask him knowing the answer is no. 


"I think | can figure it out, whatever | don't know you'll tell me anyway." 


Ok, first thing you need to do is get the little bottle of lube out of my pants pocket," | tell him. He goes over 
and picks my pants up off the floor and pulls the bottle out of my pocket. 


"You carry this shit around with you?" he asks. 

"Only tonight," | tell him. Ok, you've got to put that on your fingers and use your fingers to stretch me out" 
He looks at me incredulously. "It's not like fucking a girl Axl, there's no lubrication and your ass isn't made to 
stretch that way normally." He just nods at me and opens the bottle spreading the liquid onto his fingers. 
"Now | put them in..2" he asks me. 

"Yeah, one at a time though, slowly," | tell him and lay back spreading my legs. He squirts a little more lube on 
his fingers and kneels between my thighs. He carefully takes one finger and gently prods my hole with it. "Come 
on," | encourage him raising my hips a little and he pushes his finger into me. He sees the grimace on my face 
and stops. 

"It hurts?" he asks. "Why would you want to do it if it hurts?" 

It won't hurt after a minute or so, just keep going." He looks at me skeptically but obeys me and slides his 
finger in and out of me. | relax and get used to the one. "Now add another one," | tell him. He raises his 
eyebrows at me and watches his second finger try and stretch my ass. It slips in and | grit my teeth. 

"How many times have you done this 122?" he asks me. 

" A few," | answer trying to force my body to relax and not let my discomfort into my voice. 

"Like this or you on top?" he asks. 

"Both. Now you've gotta move your fingers like scissors and stretch me out some more," | tell him. 

"People | know? People in our band?" 

"Yeah," | pant. His fingers are starting to feel good. "Put the third one in Axl," | beg him. 

"Did you fuck both Duff and Slash?" he asks me sliding those three fingers in and out of my hole. | probably 
shouldn't tell him any of this but it feels so fucking good | can't be bothered to think about keeping my mouth 
shut. 


"| let Duff fuck me a few times, and I've fucked him too. He's a good lay. Ahh! Axil 


"What, does that feel good?" Axl asks watching he fingers slide in and out of my hole. 


"Yes it feels good," | pant and squirm, trying to get his fingers to find my prostate. 
"What about Slash?" he asks. 


"| did it to Slash first to show him what to do. He's young and horny and so fucking huge | wasn't about to let 
him try and fuck me with no idea what the hell he was doing. But when | did let him it was great. He's really 
fucking good in bed" 


"That's just great Izz, so glad to know Slash is great in bed. Do you think Erin knows he fucked you?" 


"I know she does because she's teased me about it before. It doesn't matter | want you to fuck me. Now keep 
moving your fingers!" He starts sliding his fingers in and out of me again and finally drags one over my 


prostate and | jump and make a strangled noise. 

"Did | hurt you Izzy?" Axl looks up at me alarmed. 

"No, that's my prostate," | hiss. That's why men get off from getting fucked. It's like our g-spot. 
"You mean right here?" Axl says wickedly and curves his fingers into it stroking it again 


"Yes!" | yell. Axl continues to play with me using this new found piece of knowledge to tease me and make me 


groan and scream. | reach down between his legs and begin to stroke his cock. He closes his eyes and moans. 
"Oh Izz.."he whispers. 


‘lm good," | tell him. You can take your fingers out” As soon as he does | sit up and lean over and take Axl's 
cock into my mouth. He hisses and groans and grabs my hair and tries to thrust into my mouth. | back off. 
"Be nice," | tell him, “or | won't do it" He forces himself to be still and not fuck my face and | lavish his cock 
with attention running my tongue around the head, lapping at his balls and licking up the shaft. He's panting and 
almost howling in pleasure. | slow him down and lean back. He looks at me, his eyes frantic until | ask him if 
he's ready. He smiles and nods and | lay back and spread my legs. He applies a little more lube to my hole and 


smears some on his cock and lines himself up to my entrance. 


"Go ahead," | tell him and he pushes in a little. Once he realizes how tight it is and how good it feels he's quick 
to bury himself to the hilt. | suck in a breath and arch my hips up to meet him. 


"Fuck Izzy, that's so tight, its better than fucking a girl, why didn't you tell me?" Axl gasps. 


" | tried to you idiot, but you had all these hang ups over whether or not it made you gay. You should have 
just done what Slash and Duff did, they just went with what felt good; fuck other people's ideas about it. Now 
keep fucking me! He complies slowly thrusting back and forth. | start to stroke myself and he bats my hand 
away and replaces it with his own. "Faster Axl" | beg. He starts rocking back and forth faster, stroking my cock 


in time to his movements. | groan and he smiles a little. "That feels so good baby,” | tell him. His smile gets 
bigger and he closes his eyes and whimpers. "See, you like it too," | tell him. 


"Yeah, but only with you lz, ok? | can't imagine doing this with anyone else but you." 
"| always only wanted to be with you, but you weren't having it," | tell him honestly. 


"Well, you have me now so shut up and enjoy!" it he says grinning. Only Axl. His breathing is picking up and | can 
feel how hard he is inside me. 


"Harder!" | grunt, barely able to form coherent words I'm so lost in the pleasure. 
"Like this?" he asks and begins to slam his hips into mine. 


"Yes! | almost yell back at him. Yes, oh! He hits my prostate and | feel my orgasm rushing up inside of me and 
| yell Axl's name. He looks down in surprise at the pearly white jets of cum shooting out of me and onto his 


hand. 


‘Oh, Izzy, that's fucking hot!" he says "Oh my god, oh Izz, fuck! He comes making another one of those weird 
high pitched Axl noises and keeps thrusting until every last tremor has run through him. He pulls out and looks 


at me with an incredulous look on his face. "Holy shit Izzy, that was fucking amazing!" 


"Yeah, it was," | agree with him trying to catch my breath. | hold my arms out to him and me moves down 
into them awkwardly, like he's not sure how to do this. | kiss him, gently this time and get him settled with his 
head on my chest. He just lays there silently, he's thinking | know. Replaying it all in his head because that's 
what he does, he thinks and rethinks everything, | just enjoy the feeling of him being there and | start playing 
with his long red hair. It's soft and he seems to like it; tilting his head back a little towards my hand. No 
wonder Slash is always playing with Erin's hair, | could do this all night. Finally he speaks up. 


"Hey |22?" 


"What baby?" | ask him. He doesn't flinch at me calling him baby. | try not to get too excited over that small 


victor; he could have just not been paying attention. 
"Can we do this again?" he asks plaintively. 
"Anytime you want babe," | assure him. 


"Ummm and Izzy," | raise my eyebrow at him, "will you make love to me next time? | want to feel that too." 


My heart just about explodes. 


‘I'd love to," | whisper back to him, afraid that if | talk any louder I'll break the spell or something. "Axl, you 


know | love you right?" 


"| know you do," he says quietly. "I'm pretty sure | love you too Izzy, | just needed, well, this to know." 


"So you're good with this then, with sex?" | ask him. 


"Fuck yeah, he laughs. But you know it's got to stay between us right?" Oh believe me | know. The others would 
look at me as a total traitor, especially Erin and by way of Erin so would Slash. | don't want any of that. 


"Yeah | know Axl, believe me, | know. Not a word, not a peep to anyone," | say. Its a promise as well as an 


instruction. He nods and lays his head back down on my chest. 
"Stay here with me?" he asks. 


"Sure baby, | don't want to leave you anyway. 


